THE   BURNING   SECRET

and an unknown guest had taken up quarters in his
mind: mistrust.

He waited. This was to be the ultimate test. The three
of them sat together at the little dining-table. Nine
o'clock struck, but Mother did not send him to bed. He
became uneasy. Why to-day in particular was she
allowing him to sit up beyond his wonted hour? Had the
baron betrayed him? Bitterly did he now repent having
run after his sometime friend and put in so urgent a
plea. At ten his mother got up, and took leave of the
baron. Strange, but the man, too, seemed in nowise
taken aback by her breaking up the party thus early, and
made no endeavour to keep her as he had done before.
The child's heart beat to suffocation.

Now for the test, thought Edgar. He made as if he
had noticed nothing, and docilely followed his mother to
the door. Arrived there, he suddenly raised his eyes and
caught his mother in the act. She was smiling at the
baron, an enigmatical smile, a smile of mutual under-
standing. So this was the explanation of her early with-
drawal from the dining-room. The baron had cheated
him. He was to be cajoled into obedience so that they
might enjoy one another's company unmolested.

"Cad," muttered Edgar.

"What was that you said?" inquired his mother.

"Nothing," he replied, between clenched teeth.

He, too, held a secret within his heart. Its name?
Hatred, unbounded hatred for the two of them.

SILENCE

Edgar henceforward felt easy. His heart was over-
flowing with one undivided emotion: hatred, open
enmity. He was now absolutely single-minded. Since
he knew that his presence was irksome, he took a volup-
tuous pleasure in sticking to them, like a leech. His
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